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bell and then hurled forward again by each unwelcome
voice ("And if you ask me," said the girl at Brown and
Gorstein's, after making one of these calls, "I think it's
time Twigg and Dersinghams just veneered a few
manners on. The way they snap your head off!"); and,
at four-thirty-five he was sitting staring at a desk in Hell,
all hope gone, and at four-forty-five he was breathing
heavily down a telephone receiver in Heaven. Yes, she
had got the tickets and would he meet her just inside the
entrance to the Colladium at twenty-five past six.
Even now, there was no peace for him. The instant he
had put down the receiver he had realised that it would
not be easy for him to be at the Colladium at twenty-five
past six. Sometimes they did not finish until nearly that
time, and indeed, on really busy nights, it was often con-
siderably later. He had to get from Angel Pavement to
the Colladium, and if possible he had to have some tea,
4'What time do you think we'll be finishing to-night,
Mr. Smeeth?" he enquired, respectfully.
Mr. Smeeth looked up from his neat little wonderland
of figures. "Oh, I dunno, Turgis. Just after six, I sup-
pose. Why, have you got something special on?"
"I've got to be up in the West End at twenty-five past
six," said Turgis. ("And if you knew who I'm going to
meet, Smeethy, old man, you'd have a fit.") Then he
thought for a moment. "Would you mind if I sent
Stanley out for some tea far me, Mr. Smeeth?"
':Well, as long as you do it now, before he's busy copy-
ing the letters, it'll be all right."
So Stanley was dispatched to the Pavement Dining
Rooms for one pot of tea, one buttered teacake and a
bun—total eightpence. "And do I keep the change?"
asked Stanley, who had been given a shilling.

